ten they select four who are allowed to sing on the Metro-
politan Radio programme. And at the end of the season
one of them is picked for a contract. Bob was the one. And
then he got small parts; yon know the sort of parts he would
get: the messenger in Alda, Ruiz in Trovatore. Then there
came this young German stage director. Dr. Mayer, a Jew,
but very nice. Ke liked the boy because he is young and looks
nice and doesn't spoil Dr. Mayer's stage with an unseemly
belly as Maliori does. There was a big row and then Dr.
Mayer got what he wanted and the boy was allowed to
understudy for Don Jose. And Dr. Mayer must have great
influence with Jehovah (he is one of those German exiles,
you know), and he must have prayed every day that fat,
old Maliori should get the flu. So he got it. And to-night,
after five years of studying and waiting and hoping and
suffering agony and all that goes with a young singer's
career, now he's got his one big chance. You must under-
stand that the whole theatre is up in arms against him,
especially that Italian bunch and all the maestros. And why?
Just because he's an American, a simple, plain boy from St.
Louis. Well, here we are! I lost twenty-four pounds, upon
my soul, while I studied that part with him. And then you
come along and tell him that he can't sing and that he can't
act and that he roars like an angry elephant. You should have
heard yourself roar that time when you sang the Rheintochter
in Gleiwltz------**

Woollie had worked herself into such a state that she
broke off, frightened by her own courage. After all, she was
only a prompter now, whatever she might have been in days
past, and Kati was still a star, although (or so Woollie thought)
her voice was getting a bit threadbare too. But Kati didn't
mind- She laughed, and falling all over Woollie she kissed
her fuzzy, wrinkled cheeks.

"Of course, of course," she cried, "if you are his teacher
we shall simply have to make it a success for him* You can
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